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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is sort of a continuation of If You Knew but does fine alone. And another one | forgot to post. Enjoy! 


"Nein, that is Markus’ bag." 

Handing the bag out from under the bus, fingers slipped, the bag tilted and dumping its contents in toe snow. 
"Ficken! He will..." 

Several things caught their eye. 

Lube. 

Not a small bottle either, but a shampoo size container. 


A white plastic cylinder that tapered at one end with a serrated bottom that when turned... 


Shocked eyes met when a loud buzzing filled the night, the object shaking on the ground. 
"Markus?" 

"Markus." 

"| would never have thought.." 

"Nein, but is something to think on" 


Hearing voices, they quickly stuffed the items back in the bag, one forgetting about it, the other grinning to 


himself. 

Well, well. Looks as if there were some thing about the bassist he didn't know after all. 
Markus looked around the room, dropping his bag by the bed. 

Again. 

Same smells. 

Same bad decorating. 

Same too short bed. 

Same empty bed. 


Too tired and fed up to even care, Markus stripped, intending to crawl into bed and sleep. He didn't even feel 


like taking a shower. The tour was hell, every night seeing him... 


And tonight, for some reason, he had been watching Markus. And he had kept coming to him onstage, smiling 


at him, bumping against him... 
Nein! Do not think of this! 


Markus picked up the bag and set it on the chair, uncaring that he was naked, wasn't like there was anyone 
here to notice, right? Unzipping the bag, he reached in for his toothbrush and toothpaste. His hand froze. 


Everything was wet. Well, not wet but damp in spots. Groaning, he dug through the bag until he found the 


items on the bottom, feeling around to make sure they were all there. His sigh of relief was loud in the quiet 


room. 

"Loose something?" 

Markus spun, forgetting he was wearing nothing. 
Him. 

Leaning on the wall. 

Eyes wandering up and down Markus’ body. 
"Nein, was just finding my toothbrush." 

"That is all you looked for?" 

"Ja" Markus was impressed his voice sounded so normal. "Did you want something?" 
"Ja" 

Markus swallowed, wishing what he wanted was... 


He pushed away form the wall, walking over to the bed and sitting down, leaning back on his elbows with his 
legs splayed open 


"What did you want?" Markus winced at the tinge of panic he could hear in his voice, his cock starting to 


thicken as he stared at the display in front of him 

"Come here” 

Markus swallowed hard. "Why?" 

His hand popped open the button on his jeans and drew down the zipper. "You on your knees: 


Markus shook his head, even as his dick throbbed, rising quickly with each beat of his now racing heart. "Why 
do you think | would do that?" 


His hand slid into his jeans, his eyes never leaving Markus’. "Markus, shut up and suck my dick." 
As if his body were on strings and his words the puppet master, Markus crossed to him and sank to the floor. 


"Good. Now suck." 


Markus spread open the jeans, his hand trembling much to his chagrin -- and to the other's amusement -- as 
he slipped his hand in and wrapped his fingers around the thick shaft, drawing his cock out and moaning. All 
this time he had dreamed, all this time he had cast furtive glances in the showers and in dressing rooms, all 
this time he had brought himself to screaming orgasms with the thought of this cock.and here he was, on his 
knees, with it hot in his hand, twitching as it filled with blood, thickening and lengthening in his palm. 


The smell, musky, a hint of sweat and a touch of soap but above it all just the smell of him was enough to 
snap Markus’ cock to full erection, even before his tongue crept out and touched the tip, the smoothness of 
the skin, the heat, making his craving become a need. Curling his tongue round the head, Markus drew it into 
his mouth, feeling the weight of it on his tongue, the flared head passing his lips which closed under it, hearing 


a laughing moan from above. 


A hand slid into his curls, pushing his head down, forcing more of the hardening cock into his mouth. So excited 
he had to remind himself to breathe, Markus gave a soft suck, pulling more of it inside him mouth, running his 
tongue over the head and licking every bit of flesh he could reach, feeling the hood slide under his lips. In what 
seemed to be a single giant leap, the dick in his mouth grew to full erection, stretching his lips, his tongue 
feeling the pulse in the veins that covered the shaft. 


A sudden hard push on his head and Markus gagged, hearing another laugh from above, a sharp yank on his 
hair followed by a hiss as Markus’ teeth scraped the shaft. Forcing his throat to relax, determined to make 
this so good that it would become a must for both, Markus took the head into his throat, sliding down until his 


lips were around the base, his nose buried in the hair that sprouted lushly around the root. 
"Ah, very good." 


Markus nearly wiggled like a puppy at the praise, his hand rubbing over the strong thighs as he began fucking 
his mouth with the thick cock, sucking hard at first, then easing the force, running his tongue up and down in 
long licks, tapping it up the underside and then tracing the vein as he took it back in, rolling the head against 
the roof of his mouth, pushing the tip of his tongue against the slit, tasting the first drop of precum and 
moaning in pleasure. Everything he'd ever wanted to do, every centimeter of velvet steel explored, worshiped 
and memory stored for the next time, trying to take note of what made him moan, what made him grunt and 


what made him arch up to ram his cock deep. 


A harsh tug on his hair made Markus yip, his head lifted away from the slick cock. Looking up, Markus felt the 


fear in his eyes. 
Was this all? Would he get up and leave? 
A finger trailed down his jaw. 


"Markus." 


"Ja?" His voice was no longer steady, roughed by the assault on his throat and nerves that wound him so tight 


he felt that the slightest touch on his cock would make him explode. 
"Get it" 

Markus blanched. "What?" 

"| want to watch you use it" 


Markus shuddered, his cock oozing precum down over the head to drip on the carpet. He started to stand, 
groaning when the hand tightened in his hair. 


"Nein. Crawl for me." 
He wanted Markus to crawl? 
So Markus crawled. 


Turning on his knees he put his hands on the floor, a blush covering his face as he realized his ass was 
completely exposed. He moved slowly, even the humiliation giving him the attention he had craved for so long, 
wanting to draw everything out and delay the inevitable end. Reaching the chair, he rose up on his knees and 
dug through the bag, taking out the lube and the vibrator. Turning back, he moaned, watching as the hand that 
had been wrapped in his hair slowly wanked the slick flesh, eyes narrowed and watching him as he shuffled 


back to the bed on his knees. 

"Turn around" 

Markus turned so that his back was to the bed 
"Prepare yourself" 


Markus set the vibrator on the floor, uncontrollable shivers running through his body, his hands shaking so 
badly he had trouble opening the lube. Squeezing some onto his fingers, he bent forward, resting on his elbow 
and reaching back over his hip, twisting his body slightly until the cold slickness touched his crack, making his 
shudder. He heard him shift on the bed, a foot sliding between his legs, the leather toe of his shoe nudging 
Markus’ balls. 


Markus rubbed the lube around his hole, pushing a finger inside and groaning as the foot moved forward, 
rubbing the underside of his cock. The deeper his finger went the more the foot rubbed, drawing back to 
press his balls to his body as his finger slid out, forward again as he pushed it back in 


A hand reached beside him, picking up the lube and the vibrator, Markus biting his lip as he heard the 
unmistakable sound of the lube being squirted from the bottle. He took his finger out of his ass, reaching his 
hand back for the plastic dick, his hand clenching into a fist and dropping to the floor when the tip pressed 


inside him. 

He was fucking him. 

Not with his dick, but with what Markus had imagined as his dick. 

And it felt so fucking good. 

Markus rested his forehead on the carpet, crouched on his elbows and knees, uncaring of the smells and the 
gritty feel under his knees as the plastic slid inside him. He clenched around it, feeling it pull inside him as he 
slowly pulled it out, pushing it back in and twisting it inside him. A flick of his wrist and it came to life, Markus 
biting his forearm to keep from screaming as the vibration tore through him, the toy moving easily in his well 
lubed ass, several fast thrusts followed by long, drawn out strokes, the tip circled and wiggled inside him. 
Markus was in heaven -- or maybe hell -- his cock dripping steadily, the head nearly purple, the shaft 
throbbing so hard it appeared to be vibrating along with the plastic dick in his ass. As the foot slid away from 
his cock, Markus felt the angle of the thrusts change, instead of stabbing down they were more level, making 


him wonder if... 


Markus moaned in frustration as the vibrator slid from inside him, pushing back, seeking more, more of the 


thrusts into his body more of anything. 

The tip of his cock pressed against Markus. 

Markus held his breath, forcing himself to be still. 

Pressure. 

The ring spreading around the head. 

He was tucking him. 

Really fucking him. 

Markus couldn't wait. 

Taking a deep breath, he drove his hips back, taking his cock balls deep in one long thrust. 


Hands grabbed his hips, holding Markus still as he ground his crotch against him, stirring his cock inside 


Markus’ ass like a giant spoon, groaning as Markus flexed and tightened around him. 


Markus Rocked his hips forward, slamming himself back again, groaning as he impaled himself on the cock in his 


ass, fucking as he was being fucked, his cock suddenly caught in a strong grip and wanked fast and hard, 


matching the jabbing strokes in his ass. 


Violent thrusts, stabbing so deep that Markus thought they would rip him in two, the pain as much a pleasure 
in his ass as the rough jerks on his cock, his body shaking, clenching and convulsing, wringing the thick dick as 
it pounded him, his balls tight and aching. The zipper chafed his skin with his hard grind into his ass, the brush 


of soft cloth around his hip with the flexing muscles of the arm wrapped around him. 

A weight on his back and teeth clamped on his shoulder, making him buck and cry out, another hand pinching 
and pulling his nipples, the dick making short, fast strokes into his ass, then suddenly slowing to move slower, 
dragging out till only the tip remained inside before ramming forward again. 

Markus dug his fingers into the carpet, his cock throbbing in the tight grip, the pain in his nipples radiating 
down to his groin. The teeth had unfastened from his shoulder, soft lips dragged over his back and resting 
against the back of his neck before another hard bite made her jerk, the fucking back to hard and fast pumps 
of his cock even as the dick in his ass jackhammered inside him. 

Markus felt the edges of his visions greying, spots of light dancing behind his eyes as he squeezed them shut, 
electric shocks running through him from his head to his feet. The smooth strokes into his ass became jerky, 
breath panted on his sweat covered back as he pounded him into the ground, Markus letting out a long keen as 
he shuddered, his muscles locking, colors flashing through his brain as he arched up, a last ram of his hips 
back as he came. 

Howling, Markus felt the spasms start in his balls, the hand milking him hard as his come splashed down onto 
the carpet, his ass rippling around the cock buried inside him. A shout from behind and he was coming as well, 
thick seed spilling into Markus’ ass, shirt stabs of his cock with each spurt of his come. 


With a last violent shudder, Markus dropped back to the floor, panting, his body aching. 


He moaned as the dick slid from his ass, unable to speak for a moment, fighting for breath. Finally able to lift 
his head, he turned. 


He was gone. 

A soft click came from the door as it closed. 

Markus turned, sitting down heavily on the floor and wincing, feeling the slick come slide down his cleft. 
He was gone. 

But he had been here. 


And he had fucked him. 


Drained, but filled with a strange happiness, Markus crawled up onto the bed. 
Wrapping himself in the blankets he closed his eyes. 


And fell asleep with a smile. 


